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still on with all its complications, difficulties and
disappointments. Perhaps he was also feeling in
the depths of his heart of gold that we had still to
learn the lesson that the happiness which lasts a
lifetime must be cemented with sacrifice and love
not between two people only, but for one's fellow-
creatures.

Someone told him that Moyna and I were meeting
in Albemarle Street one morning to go away together,
and to our great surprise (shall I say dismay?) we
found him there at nine o'clock in the morning,
not in the capacity of outraged parent to forbid the
banns, but just to wish us godspeed. He kissed us
both and we drove off in a car, leaving him on the
kerb. At that moment we felt as though we had
killed something inside him, but later knew we had
done him an injustice.

A few years afterwards I found myself in hot
water once again, this time because of the failure of
a business for which I was responsible, Naturally,
there was a good deal of publicity which must have
been specially distasteful for father although he had
nothing whatever to do with the business or the
crash. He did his best to help us, but without
money of his own was powerless. He said wryly
that we ought to have chosen a father who made
money for his children instead of one who went
about looking after other people's affairs, and
neglecting his children! (Exactly like him! there
never was a better father). On Christmas Eve he
wrote to us: